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Author's Notes: 

This will not make much sense unless you're familiar with "Broken Glass", an awesome present-day AU by 
ox_jumped_over_the_moon where John and Keith have a side-gig as porn stars. His fic is where all the 
descriptions are.. | just do dialogue.. so go read that one first. All caught up? Good. On we go.. Events here take 
place not long before those depicted in BG. | can call this a "Pink Floyd" story because o_j_o_t_m graciously 
granted me leave to pretend that, in THIS world, Roger never left the band. Helps to know the splendid stylings 


of Lounge Against The Machine, the world's most magnificent coverband, 


"Do you and Wicked Step-Daddy watch me-n-Oxy's show together?" 


"Absolutely not." Pete tries to scowl at the very idea, but it turns into a salacious smirk. [Sounds delicious.. 


but He'd never bite the bait] "Don't you think men like US have much better things to do..together?" 


"Solvin the world's problems and shit? Hate to break it to you, Mum, but if THAT's what you're up to you're 
not doing a very good job." 


"Without the two of us in it, the world would be in even worse shape. Now, what the bloody fuck prompted 
you to disturb my work with such a stupid question?” 


"You're not working. 

Tapping himself upon the temple, Pete cooly contradicts. "im ALWAYS working’ 
"Yeah, workin’ the ANGLES." 

Pete can't argue with that. "Why would you bring up Him, anyhow?" 

"When did you tell the old hellhound about our channel?" 

"| haven't. | doubt He'd care, Little Loon" 


"Well, he DOES! He directed our last performance.. oooh, look at your FACE." Keith gives a wriggling little 
happy-dance accompanied by singsong taunt "Yoo-oo didn't know-oh your boyyyyfriennnnd jerks off to meeeee- 


eee. 


"| don't believe it.. but | can see that YOU believe it. As the kids say: ‘What the actual FUCK? Settle down and 
explain yourself THS MINUTE." 


"You know how we call our subscribers ‘Kittens’, right?" 
"Don't you call EACH OTHER that, too?" 


‘Only in private.. anyway, this new bloke joined the livestream chat a few months ago and has been there for 
every show since. Goes by ‘GoodDog’, which is kind of a." Keith drops an insinuating leer "DELIBERATELY 
contrary handle, don'cha think?" 


"Glancingly coincidental alias can't possibly be enough to make you suspect Him. You say this ‘GoodDog' 


DIRECTED? What did he want?" 
"Wanted Oxy to beat me with a belt." 


[II] "So what? Pretty common perversion, really. I'd like to watch that, myself, but I'm guessing it's a mite too 
rough for John's taste. How'd GoodDog take being denied?" 


"We compromised with a spanking.. over the knee with open hand on bare bum. GoodDog didn't say anything 
until Oxy laid me facedown on the bed and all the Kittens started suggesting sex, then he chimed in with what 
HE wanted to see.. which was such a yummy idea that its what we did" Keith whips out his phone and begins 
tapping away to access accurate quotation. "Dig THIS.. and bear in mind there are NO emojis and everything's 
properly punctuated." 


Pete sits up straight, interest aroused, as Keith reads aloud. 

"You two are absolutely adorable. Practically precious in every way. Now make him sing while you rub 
reddened rump. We know he CAN. If beautiful brown-eyed boy warbles prettily enough, take him into your 
mouth and let him finish.. the song. Your faces are far more interesting than your cocks, so show more 
expressions than erections, please. Thank you in advance: " 

"So you both took GoodDog's direction? What did you sing?" 


"Gin And Juice’ but | sang it like Richard Cheese does. Snoop won't sue." Keith saucily smiles. "We're cool." 


"That DOES sound like something He would say," Pete allows, shaking his head in scoff ".. but, NO. It couldn't be. 
He'd have TOLD me if He watched you." 


Keith grins "Wanna bet?" 

"YES!" Pete immediately accepts, sneering "Hundred pounds says its NOT Him." 

"Money?" Keith chuckles, countenance alight with merrily mercenary mischief. "Don't we all have so much of 
that its no fun to gamble with anymore? | just want you to tell me about the look on Wicked Step-Daddy's 


face when you ASK him" 


FKE 


"You told me years ago that you scorn porn" Pete cards calloused fingers through Roger's silver mane, looking 


down into the face reclining upon his lap. "Do you ever indulge in it these days?" 


Roger rolls his eyes. "Modern porn is even MORE stupid thon it was in the seventies, when we had that 
conversation. Attention spans have atrophied to the extent that it's just six-second shots of poles and holes." 


Pete simultaneously giggles and quibbles. "Which you would have had to WATCH in order to KNOW, right?" 
"What are you getting at?" Roger groans, smelling a game afoot. 

"Oh, yeah, that's right, you said you don't like porn because it's fake. What if it wasn't?" 

"The very presence of a camera MAKES it fake. ALL filmed porn is fake. 


"Not if the performers really love each other and are putting on .putting out.. an erotic exhibition that truly 


turns them on" 


"That doesn't exist.” 


"Would you wanna watch if it DID?" 

"Why do you ask?" 

Pete pretends to be only just now recollecting, although he'd planned to put it this way all along. "You said: ‘If | 
wanna watch strangers humping for REAL, | need only attend the right parties’, then admitted you WOULD 
watch if it starred anybody you know. Have you ever had that opportunity?" 


"No." Roger dryly drops deadpan denial. "None of my..intimates.. have ever released a sex tape.. to my 


knowledge." He turns keen gaze up to meet Pete's regal regard. "Do you know something | don't?" 


"Mayyyyy-beeee.." Pete teases, caressing curious creases from bold brow. "Does the name ‘Foxy Oxy’ mean 


anything to you?" 


"Yes," Roger immediately replies. "Is what your Maniac calls your Quiet One." He suddenly sits bolt upright, 


incredulously exclaiming "Are you telling me JOHN is a porn star?" 


Pete cackles with delight, amused to death. "Hah, look at your FACE! He deliberately echoes Keith's singsong 
tease. "Yoo-ooh didn't know-oh! | fucking TOLD him it couldn't POSSIBLY be you." 


"ME?" Roger swings long legs off the couch, standing and scowling down into Pete's saucy smirk. "What the 
FUCK are you on about?" 


"There's a commentator in their fanbase who's impersonating you." 
Roger knows Pete is screwing with him, but also can tell he's speaking the truth. "Who did WHAT now?" 


"Ooh, you're intrigued! Spark of excitement, even?" 


"Maybe." Roger is able to admit, astonished to realize he absolutely WOULD want to watch The Ox and The 
Loon getting it on. "They have a PUBLIC show?" 


“That's right." 
"Where some presumptuous player is pretending to be ME?" 
"Not exactly. Keefy just thought he sounds a lot like you.. and | think so, too." 


"ILL be the judge of that!" Sleek black poptart sprouts so swiftly between heavy hands that Pete cannot 
discern from which pocket it was pulled. "What's the address?" 


"They only do livestreams," Pete impishly imparts, tickled beyond belief to behold obvious interest rather than 


outraged ire. "And you have to be a subscriber to read the comments." 


‘lm willing to subscribe." Roger avows, well aware Pete might mock uncharacteristic eagerness yet 
nonetheless keen to commune. ".if you tell me how to get there. Nevermind detailed directions, it's probably 
idiot-proof. This IS a porn site we're talking about." He reaches down to lay light touch upon noble nose before 
bringing back selfsame fingertip to hover above awaiting screen. "Just name the place, and I'll figure it out. 


Perhaps we can watch together.. privately sharing opinions we'd never dare publicly post.” 


